country saves something from the wreck of its independence
by capitulating on Germany's terms.

These were the things that marched and countermarched
through my mind, try as I would to dismiss them, as I sat in
my room in the very small hours of Friday, March i ith, and
finished the bottle of champagne with my good friend. The
shouting outside grew louder; we went to the windows and
looked out and saw on one side of the street a great throng of
Nazis and on the other an equally large number of Schuschnigg's
men, all engaged in shouting each other down. Pandemonium
reigned for half an hour before they moved on and the shouting
dwindled again. Then we finished the champagne and I bade
my friend good-night. For I saw that I had a heavy day before
me and I lay down and slept for a few troubled hours.

When I awoke Vienna was charged with nervous excitement
like a high-tension cable.

It is almost indescribable, this feeling that lies over a city
in the last few hours before a revolution or an invasion. It is a
compound of the human emotions that are boiling up behind
the everyday scene, of the fears of those who have been identi-
fied with the doomed regime and are soon to be swept away and
are already feeling like rats in a trap, and of the hopes and
thirst for vengeance of those who for long years have been
baulked of power and now feel that their moment is at hand and
are resolved that their prey shall not escape. It penetrates into
government offices, where officials sit uneasily at their desks and
think of concentration camps, and into private lodgings, where
men pack suitcases and pore over timetables, and into quiet
hamlets, where the priest and the teacher look glumly at each
other as they meet in the village street and their adversary the
chemist looks triumphantly at them out of the corner of his
eye, and into huts on mountain tops. It is as penetrant as fog.
Nowhere can you escape from it.

As I walked along the Karntnerstrasse that Friday morning,
my birthday, the supporters of Schuschnigg, jubilant at the
thought that they might at last organize resistance to the

387